individual. In his day Taranets had been a
pickpocket, and it was child's play for him
to extract a hottle of samogon from the miller's
pocket, and substitute for it another, filled
with water from the Kolomak.

For a long time the miller and the book-
keeper sat shyly at the table, from time to
time casting a glance towards Taranets' mixed
detachment. But Lapot winked at them
consolingly.

"You're our own folk, I'll see to every-
thing!"

Drawing down to himself the head of the
passing Taranets, he whispered something in
his ear. Taranets nodded.

"You pour yourself out a glass under the
table," advised Lapot confidentially, "and
just colour it with beer, and everything'll
be all right."

As a result of acrobatical manoeuvring
under the table, glasses full of suspiciously
pale beer stood beside the thirsty ones, and
their happy owners nervously prepared them-
selves siu'cks beneath the attentive gaze of the
silently watching ninth detachment. At last
all was in readiness, and the miller winking
slyly at Lapct, raised his glass to his beard.
The bookkeeper and the mechanic still looked
cautiously to the right and left, but all around
was quiet. Taranets was leaning nonchalantly
against the trunk of a poplar. Lapot lowered
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